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-" I won't go! There's no point in it. And besides, it's
"rather late now. . . . Look !"
Ryabchikov looked round, and in his despair and rage
crushed and tore away the sword knot on his sabre. Lines
of Red Army men were streaming down from the mountains.
^Machine-guns feverishly began to rattle close to a cement
works. Armoured trains opened fire with their guns against
the lines of men. The first shell burst near a windmill.
" Ride to our quarters, lads, and keep close behind me ! "
Gregor ordered, suddenly cheering up and drawing himself
erect again.
But Ryabchikov seized Gregorys horse by the rein, and
exclaimed in alarm:
" Don't go ! Let's stay here... . You know, even death is
beautiful when life is peaceful. ..."
" Ah, you devil, come on! Why talk about death ?
What are you babbling ? " In his annoyance Gregor was
about to add something more, but his voice was drowned
by a thunderous roar from the sea. The British Dreadnought
had swung into position and had sent over a packet of shells
from its twelve-inch guns. Covering the steamers sailing
out of the bay, it raked the lines of Red and Green Army men
streaming down to the outskirts of the town, then transferred
its fire to the top of the pass, where the Red batteries had
taken up positions. The British shells flew with an oppressive
roar and howl over the heads of the cossacks crowded on
the quay.
Pulling tightly on the reins, holding up his horse as it
fell back on its haunches, through the roar of the firing
Bogatiriev shouted:
" Well, the British cannon use strong language! But
they're wasting their fire. It's not doing anything, only
making a lot of noise! "
" Let them roar! It's all one to us now.5' Smiling,
Gregor touched up his horse and rode down the street.
Their horses prancing in a furious gallop, six horsemen
with drawn sabres rode round a corner to meet him. Across
the breast of the leading rider was a strip of blood-red
bunting.